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on the aerodrome. "Vaivode," my aeroplane, is fitted
up with all sorts of marvellous night-flying gadgets.
There were no flares at Kirkuk, so they shone the
headlights of the ambulance along the edge of the
aerodrome, to show it to me in case I should want to
land again.

At 8.35 p.m. I pushed off into the night and soon
left the lights of Kirkuk behind. Away in the west
I could see the glare of the mighty desert fires about 2o
miles away like luminous horseshoes. I tried to pierce
the obscurity to find the edge of the hills, and I think
I found Tauk, although I am not sure. I was keeping
an eye on the little illuminated compass bowl, which
was to guide me home. Behind me was the Pole
star and Cassiopeia, and in front, to the south, was a
constellation of whose name I was not sure. I think
it must have been Scorpio. Orion was nowhere to be
seen. He lives in the east and guides me home on the
Mail Route.

I was trying to work out on to the plain; but after a
bit wherever I looked down it was always Jebel under-
neath, rugged inhospitable hills. I had a waking
nightmare that my compass might be wrong, and that
the hills would rise up all round me like spectres and
lock me in. But I stuck on my compass course. I
do not know where I crossed the Jebel Hamrin. At
one time there was suddenly a smell of burning rubber,
and my pelvis nearly fell out. I simply could not
land. I would not have dared to, except in extremity
in such rough stuff and at night. However, the smell
passed away without anything happening, and eventually
I picked up the Shatt el Adhaim near its confluence
with the Tigris and knew I was safe. Thirty miles